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Hazel the hedgehog lived in a cozy burrow under a big oak

tree. He was small and round, about the size of a teacup, with

soft brown spines tipped in cream. His little red neckerchief

was tied in a neat bow, and he always carried his woven straw

basket. Hazel loved helping his grandmother, Willow, in her

kitchen. Her lavender shawl and kind smile made every visit

feel warm and safe.
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One sunny morning, Hazel decided to make Grandmother

Willow's famous honey-berry pie. It was a family tradition,

passed down for generations. He skipped to the kitchen,

basket swinging. He reached for the special recipe card in the

apron pocket. But the pocket was empty! Hazel's big amber

eyes grew wide. "Oh no!" he whispered. "The recipe is gone!"

His tiny black nose twitched with worry.
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Hazel searched everywhere. He looked under the table, behind

the flour jar, and even inside his straw basket. But the recipe

was nowhere. He sat down on a little stool, feeling very sad.

"Grandmother's pie is the best," he sniffed. "I can't make it

without the recipe." Just then, Pip the mouse scampered in, his

acorn-cap hat askew. "Why the long face, Hazel?" he asked.
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Hazel told Pip about the lost recipe. Pip's bright blue eyes

sparkled. "Don't worry! I remember the pie!" he squeaked. "It

smelled of cinnamon and honey, and something a little

sparkly." Hazel's ears perked up. "Sparkly?" he asked. "Yes!

Like a secret ingredient," said Pip. "My family loved it at your

grandmother's table. Let's find Bramble—he might remember

more!"
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They found Bramble the rabbit in his vegetable patch, his long

ears twitching. "The pie?" said Bramble, adjusting his striped

scarf. "I remember it well. The crust was flaky and golden, and

the filling was soft and sweet. Your grandmother let me stir the

honey once." Hazel smiled a little. "What else?" he asked.

"There were berries," Bramble said. "Lots of them—maybe

blackberries and raspberries."
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Pip nodded. "And a little lemon zest! I remember the zing."

Hazel's amber eyes lit up. "Grandmother always said the

secret was in the spices," he said. "But which ones?" Bramble

thought hard. "Cinnamon, for sure. And maybe a pinch of

nutmeg." Pip added, "And honey—lots of honey!" The three

friends sat together, piecing the recipe together like a puzzle.
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Hazel still felt a little unsure. "But how will we know the right

amounts?" he asked. Bramble patted his shoulder. "We'll use

our memories," he said. "I remember the dough was soft but

not sticky. Your grandmother used cold butter and a little ice

water." Pip chimed in, "And she rolled it out on a floured cloth.

The kitchen smelled so good!"
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They decided to try making the pie. Hazel gathered flour,

butter, and ice water. Pip found cinnamon, nutmeg, and a jar of

honey. Bramble picked fresh blackberries and raspberries from

his garden. "This feels like a treasure hunt," Pip giggled. Hazel

smiled. "A treasure hunt for memories," he said. "Grandmother

would love this."
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Back in the kitchen, Hazel mixed the dough. "It's too dry," he

said. Bramble remembered, "Your grandmother added a

spoonful of honey to the dough." Hazel did, and the dough

became smooth. Pip sniffed the air. "Now the spices!" He

added cinnamon and a pinch of nutmeg. "And lemon zest," he

said. "I'm sure of it." The kitchen began to smell like

Grandmother Willow's.

9



They rolled out the dough and pressed it into a pie dish.

Bramble carefully folded in the berries. Pip drizzled honey

over the top. "I remember your grandmother humming while

she worked," Pip said. Hazel hummed a little tune. "She always

said cooking is love made edible," he said. "I think I remember

that now."
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As the pie baked, the whole burrow filled with a warm, sweet

smell. "It's just like I remember!" Pip squeaked. "That's the

smell from my happiest memory," said Bramble. "Your

grandmother's kitchen was full of laughter." Hazel's heart felt

full. "The recipe wasn't just on a card," he said. "It's in our

memories, too."
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The pie came out golden and bubbling. Hazel let it cool, then

cut three slices. They sat together and took a bite. "Mmm!"

said Pip. "It tastes like sunshine and honey." Bramble nodded.

"And the crust is just right." Hazel's eyes sparkled. "It's almost

perfect," he said. "But something is missing." He thought hard,

then smiled. "Grandmother always added a pinch of salt to the

filling."
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Hazel added the salt to the next pie. When it was done, he took

a bite and his amber eyes lit up. "That's it!" he cried. "This is

Grandmother's pie!" Pip and Bramble cheered. They had found

the recipe again—not on a card, but in their hearts. "We did it

together," said Hazel. "Thank you, friends."
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That evening, Hazel wrote down the recipe on a fresh card. He

drew a little hedgehog in the corner and wrote: "Grandmother

Willow's Honey-Berry Pie—with love." He placed it in his apron

pocket, patting it gently. "Traditions are worth keeping," he

said. "And now I have a new memory to add."
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The next day, Hazel invited his friends for another pie. As they

ate, he told them, "Grandmother always said that family

traditions are like seeds—they grow when we share them." Pip

and Bramble nodded. "And friends help them grow," said

Bramble. Hazel smiled. "Yes," he said. "Good friends can help

you find what is lost—even if it was never really lost at all."
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From that day on, Hazel made Grandmother Willow's pie every

week. He never forgot the recipe again, because it was written

in his heart and shared with his friends. And whenever the

warm smell of cinnamon and honey filled the burrow, Hazel

knew that family traditions—and good friends—were the

sweetest things of all.
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